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They were resting on the stump of a pine tree by the side of the
path. She said: "My lord, is there anything at Seikenji besides the
panorama of neighboring fishing villages, the blossoms and the ocean?
—We know them so well."
"Huh, nothing now, but in the great past the temple itself was a
show-place on the Tokaido Highway. Even now, many travellers who
are going to Tokyo or to the ancient capital and the National Shrine
at Ise often get off at Okitsu station to worship there. The original
Seikenji was supposed to have been erected about 680 beside the toll-
gate, called Kiyomi-ga-seki. The first priest was invited from China.
"Then each dictator of the country like Ashikaga donated monas-
teries and other edifices, and designated the temple as one of the ten
great Buddhist sanctuaries. Even the Tokugawa Shoguns gave build-
ings, with the result that once there were over fifteen magnificent
structures grouped about the present site."
"I see, my lord."
"Let us go on to the temple yard." They followed the leaf-covered
winding path.
"Why is it, my lord, that the town is called Okitsu instead of
Kiyomi, like the old tollgate?"
"Huh, nobody seems to know why and when. Huh, here we are.
Let's go to the side of the bell-tower. Look at the crimson sky over
the rip of Izu Peninsula! The sun will come out soon."
They sat on one of the foundation stones of the building which
commanded an extensive view.
"Huh, we have been in Okitsu for some years but we never saw
this inspiring scene before. Isn't it lovely? The Izu Peninsula on the
east and the shore line leading up to Omayezaki Point on the west—
they are like a pair of arms embracing this vast Suruga Bay. We now
sit at the head of the distorted triangle. The fishing villages lie under
the sleepy morning haze as if they were in a dreamland. See the pale
smoke rising from the thatched roofs of the fishermen's huts. And
directly below are the Miho pine groves. When we watch the pines
from our beach, the stretch of the evergreens appears to divide the,
water and the sky. Now we can overlook it directly below us."
"My lord—the last time I was at my home—I read descriptions of.
Kiyomi Inlet and this neighborhood."
"Huh, that's fine! Whose works did you read, Ohana?"
"Oh, some by Takayama Chogyu and some by Anesaki Chofiv &y
lord."	-

